THE SCENE IS CHANGED

where they were now playing Von Morgens bis Mitternachts
by Georg Kaiser. The opportunity of seeing this play was
welcome, for it seemed the most characteristic prose work
the expressionists had produced, and so the best to translate
for the English-speaking stage.
At the nunnery, all was changed except the benevolence
of the nuns; the Army of the war was visibly dissolving,
and on the horse lines my old roan and his groom were the
only survivors.   They were to remain a few weeks longer,
for it was typical of routine that I should now be given short
leave to England.   This included a day or two in Cologne
each way (with more pkygoing) and a protracted journey
by the Boulogne express, which lived on the reputation that
it had once been three days late.  The spell of leave itself was
very welcome : one of the contacts I renewed was with the
Stage Society which had just given The Beaux Stratagem by
Farquhar.   The consular post came to nothing, but I was
offered interesting work by the successors to Baedeker in
the English publishing world.   One of their projects was a
handbook to the Western Front, Belgium and Northern
France ; and the queer association of history and art, archi-
tecture and war made an appeal to me.   I must have been
back in Germany in full spring, for the Rhine valley was all
fruit blossom from Cologne to Coblenz, and Bonn was once
more a university town with youth in its veins.  Like school-
boys at the end of term (for that is what it means to be on
the verge of demobilization) another major and I rode to
the Rhine one morning early, stabled our horses and took
ferry to the forbidden and neutral zone of the Siebengebirge,
where we walked from wooded height to height in the
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